Guh Mornin, Columbus
these primary schooldays of going to war with the minstrel boy and his father's sword singing his song in a battle I long to fight at lunchtime a clean break stuffing the grenadier's bearskin cap in the desk I bang the desktop down popping the strings of the boy's wild harp I rushin to play ringplay in the yard a rest from dizziness on the Cliffs of Dover a clear backtalk to orduh and mannuhs suckteeth to the boy who stood on the burning deck hands akimbo in the schoolyard I re-discover every time this ringplay body is mine I am no trespasser in this tamarindskin I can shift the center of gravity 
